IN   SEARCH    OF    SPORT	253
I wish that eaux-de-vie were in more frequent use as
liqueurs in England. In Normandy one usually drinks
calvados, which is the eau-de-vie of the apple, and it follows
naturally after a bottle of cider. After all, brandy is but
the eau-de-vie of the grape, as is kirsch that of the cherry,
prmelle that of the small dark plum, mirabelle that of the
small yellow plum, and framboise that of raspberries. All
these eaux-de-vie (or alcooh de jruits) have to be very
good, or they taste like methylated spirit with a touch of
scent.
"But I thought you were there for trout-fishing," you
may say. Let me explain that the French mayfly is a
sensible creature which rarely makes an appearance until
the late afternoon. For this reason I have time to salute
the Convent at the top of the hill as one leaves the town
(I lay wounded there in 1918 in a niche vacated
temporarily by the statue of a saint), and be on the water
30 kilometres away to greet the numerous telegrams of
regret from friends who could not turn up.
I felt as charitably-minded as Mme de Sevign£, who
consoled herself with the philosophic thought that bad
company was better than no company at all, and even
better than good: the departure of tiresome guests was
so delightful.
However, I could always move on to Blangy to
join two companions from the Travellers' Club, Major
A. C. M. Anderson, who spends many of his fishing
hours in sketching, and Mr. Reginald Fellowes, whose
green corduroy trousers are the most sensible that I
have ever seen for the waterside. Major Anderson, on
the other hand, believes in an immaculacy of attke: you
can never fault him-for being incorrectly dressed for any
sport at any hour of the day.

